AMERICANS   ALL

"Knute Nelson." Norwegian he, Governor, Senator,
great American, statesman.

Inside among the living, since Floyd Olson, ex-
freight-handler, who might have been the greatest of
them all, had been cut off untimely in his prime, we
would be meeting presently as Governor a Danish
Horatio Alger hero named Hjalmar Peterson, a former
country newspaper editor from the Utopian town of
Askov, where they have no gaols because they have no
crime; also a Swedish Secretary of State named Mike
Holm, who was one of the six poor sons of a poor
farmer immigrant; also that Senior Justice of the
Supreme Court Judge Andrew Holt, once Hult, whose
father came through the forest to Alexander's Lake
with an old cooking-stove on a wheelbarrow. They
would be kind to me, and candid, because I came with
one of their old buddies, Stomberg, now a bigwig at the
university, whose own father had carried on his broad
shoulders sacks of corn across the ferry to be ground.

But first of all, in the reception hall, the guberna-
torial anteroom, we encountered Mr William Wil-
liams. Six mature, bronzed, athletic feet and several
inches of him rose from a desk and said, " Hello, Pro-
fessor Stomberg! Can you come along fishing next
week? " I couldn't figure out whether he was a super-
secretary or a generalissimo doorman like the one at
the Ritz, but minus the admiral's uniform. He turned
out to be a little of both, surviving all Administrations,
and since the death of Olson probably the most popu-
lar man in the Capitol. He had played marbles in the
public school across the street with Cass Gilbert, and
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